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“You never had what a man does,” Jane whispers, watching me tremble in my gown. "It was always meant to be in pretty panties."

I only said yes to Tanya's Halloween costume idea because I couldn't bear to disappoint her. But she has far deeper desires than just seeing me in a dress — she demands me on my knees, pretty as a princess, serving her in ways I never thought possible.

In one breathless night, I'll discover what it means to truly submit, to be transformed completely. And as I kneel before Tanya in my princess finery, I'll finally understand that this is exactly where I belong—pretty, feminine, and ready to please.
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Chapter 1: The Request

“A Halloween party? Are you serious?”

Tanya nodded and grinned at me. “It’ll be fun! You haven’t been to one since you were like —”

“— since I was like seventeen, exactly,” I finished for her. I screwed up my nose. “I’m not really a costume person.”

“That’s the great part!” Tayna chirped. “You don’t have to worry about that at _all._”

I smiled. “Did you spend all last month making something —”

“— all last month making something, exactly!”

Her grin widened and softened. How could I say no to Tanya like this? She was cute — really pretty, and actually, kind of stunning, with high cheekbones sprinkled with freckles and curly hair that always seemed like it was about burst out of control. She always had incredible make-up, too, in oranges and purples and pinks that looked incredible on her dark skin.

“It’s a group costume, with me and you and my friend Jane,” she said. “She moved to the city a few years ago and this her first time she’ll be back in town since then!”

“I hope she’s not too fancy for this place now.”

“She might be. She always seemed too big for a town like this.” Tanya laughed and punched me playfully on the shoulder. My guts rearranged themselves and I felt a flicker of something between my legs. “But you and me, Oscar? We’ll remind her how to have a good time.”

It wasn’t until I was looking through her Instagram feed before I went to bed that I realized I had no idea what kind of costume she had planned. Tanya was an incredible seamstress and had a knack for making her own versions of celebrity outfits. I scrolled through her in a homemade version of Ariana Grande’s Oscar dress, a curtain of delicate tulle, Billie Eilish’s incredible peach silk Met Gala gown, and lots of Sabrina Carpenter babydolls and bodysuits. She looked damn good in them, too. But I couldn’t help but notice they were all dresses.

What did she have planned for me?

“No way,” I said, trying to keep the tremor out of my voice. “Absolutely not.”

“I know, I know,” Tanya said. “I should have told you before.”

“Told me what, exactly, that I was going to be going as _Cinderella?_”

Tanya’s eyes dropped to the floor. “I just really wanted to make it, you know? I thought it would be so fun to make her gown.”

The blue and silver bodice was still half-finished on the dress form. On anyone else — especially Tanya — it would have looked stunning, with iridescent blue mixing in with glossy silver silk like something out of a storybook or a period romance that my girlfriends always used to watch. But on me?

“It’s going to look ridiculous on me.”

“That’s okay! That’s okay!” Tanya sounded borderline desperate. “I know just how to shape it so it’ll look good on you.”

“Good for a guy or good for a girl?”

She glanced up at me with red cheeks and a sly smirk. “Well, Cinderella was known for her beauty...”

I told myself it was how cute Tanya was acting that was making me stiffen in my pants and tried not to think about what I’d look like wearing a gown like that. I’d seen the movie, of course — both of them — and everyone knew how beautiful the dress was. But it would look silly on me. And Tanya’s work deserved to be on someone as stunning as her.

“Don’t you want to wear it?”

She shrugged. “I’ve always been more of a Belle girl.”

“Doesn’t Jane want to?”

Tanya laughed. “She forced me to make hers have pants.”

“Well, do that for me!”

She bit her lip and my heart melted. “I just really wanted to make it. And see someone wear it and enjoy it, you know?”

“One of your other friends?”

When she looked up at me, I could swear I could see tears in her eyes, even though I knew she’d never admit it. “You’re kind of my only friend here, Oscar.”

“So that means I get the honor of being your Cinderella?”

Her face lit up a fraction. “You’ll do it?”

I sighed and let my eyes close. “You really can’t find anyone else to?”

“Who else am I going to ask? _Laura?_” She scoffed. “You just know she’d make herself the center of attention.” She took a half-step forwards and gave me another sly look, giving me a tiny pout and glancing up from under her perfectly-arced brows. “I think it’d be more fun with you. I’d really like to spend Halloween with you.”

My heart thudded and I hoped that the rapidly-forming tent in my trousers wasn’t obvious. Could she really mean what I thought she meant?

“Fine,” I said, shaking my head. “If you insist. But don’t make me regret it.”

She squealed and gave me a too-tight hug that went on for too long.

“No way! I’m going to show you exactly how much fun it can be.”


Chapter 2: Jane

“Tanya! You look incredible!”

The two women collided in Tanya’s entryway, wrapping each other in their arms. Jane was steely and intimidating, like she was made from cut glass and marble, her imposingly-perfect frame draped in white silk that seemed dull next to the sheen of her platinum hair. But when she saw Tanya and her face split into a grin, she did, for a moment, seem human.

“I could say the same thing about you!” Tanya said, sizing Jane up. “I will say the same thing about you! You’re stunning, darling!”

She took a step backwards and I noticed their fingers were intertwined, fingertips clinging to each other until Tanya had stepped far enough back to break their grip.

“You’re too kind,” Jane laughed, tucking hair back behind her ear. “Look at me, I just got off an airplane. I’m a mess!”

“If only my best days could look as good as your messy ones,” Tanya laughed. “I’m going to go take your bags to your room. Oh, and Jane, this is Oscar. ”

Jane’s gaze swiveled to me and I felt like every secret I’d ever had was immediately on display. She could see straight through me, and I watched as she devoured that knowledge. Her face went from simple acknowledgement to a knowing smirk in an instant. “Are you our Cinderella?”

My guts twisted and I felt an overwhelming need to be looking anywhere other than this imposing woman’s eyes. “Just for one night. Just to make Tanya happy.”

“You might discover you have a knack for it.”

It took me a moment to steady myself. “Which?” I asked dumbly. “Making Tanya happy or being her Cinderella?”

Jane glided across the floor to me, moving uncannily quickly and steadily in what I noticed were towering stilettos, until she loomed over me. Her hand shot out and I suppressed a twitch. One long, perfectly-manicured finger landed on the bottom of my chin, tilting my head back and up. Nobody had ever done that to me before, and she did it with so much confidence that it almost seemed like a normal thing to do — if it hadn’t created another pants-tenting problem for me.

“Who says those aren’t the same thing?” Jane purred.

“Alright, I think you’re all set in there,” Tanya said. Jane pulled away from me, dropping the hand to her hip and turning to Tanya as she came back around the corner. “Do you want to see how much I have done?”

“Darling, I’d love to.”

Jane scooped Tanya’s arm up and interlocked it with her own as if they were a pair out on the town. Tanya laughed brightly and beautifully and trotted to her spare bedroom. I followed behind, feeling like a third wheel.

“Sorry I didn’t really pick up for you,” Tanya said when we entered. “It’s been kind of a mad dash to get it all done in time.”

“Holy smokes,” I breathed.

The last time I’d seen the dress it looked like she’d barely begun it. Now there were two gowns and a suit, each looking for all the world like they were finished. And mine was clearly the star of the show.

“Actually now’s a perfect time to test the fit,” Tanya said matter-of-factly, draping a tape measure around her neck and picking up a pincushion. “Jane, go try this on. You can get changed in my room.” Her eyes flashed as she looked at me. “Something tells me Oscar’s going to need some help with his.”

Butterflies exploded in my stomach as I looked at it. It didn’t look like how it appeared in the movie — somehow it was better. Prettier. Exactly the kind of thing the real Cinderella would wear. A low neckline was trimmed with frothy lace and studded with blue rosettes nestling in small silver bows. Glittering floral embroidery covered the bodice, curling down the corset to where it connected to the enormous, sheer balloon sleeves — the arm openings trimmed with more lace and bows — and the huge silver and blue silk skirt. It stood almost straight out at the sides before curving elegantly down like a bell, each layer sheer and shimmering, revealing the dense fabric beneath. More glittering appliqués sat over the hips, gliding across the shifting colors of the dress below.

“I’m not so sure,” I said.

“You don’t like it?” Tanya asked, picking up long blue satin gloves that made me even more worried — until I saw the jewel-studded tiara sitting next to the sewing machine.

“No, it’s not that, I do! I mean, it’s amazing, Tanya. You’re so talented. It’s gorgeous, it’s just —”

“Good,” she said with a finality in her voice that sent a nervous chill down my back. “I’m glad you do.”

“That’s the problem, Tanya,” I said. “It is beautiful.”

She furrowed her brow and shook her head. “Why is that a problem?”

“Well...” I squirmed, suddenly feeling very stupid and very afraid to keep talking. “It’s not. It’s nothing. It’s just...”

“Hey. You can tell me. C’mon, I’m about to put you in this thing. I want you to be comfortable.”

“It’s just. Well.” I looked into her wide, brown eyes. “_It’s_ beautiful. But look at me, Tanya. I’m not.”

A wave of relief washed over her before she gave me a bemused grin.

“That’s okay. I’ll show you how to be.”


Chapter 3: More Than Just a Gown

“You said a dress,” I said. “You didn’t say anything about this.”

“Well, you have to wear the corset, otherwise the dress won’t fit,” Tanya said like this was the most obvious thing in the world.

“And the stockings?”

“So your legs don’t tear up the tulle and silk. I spent good money on this.”

“And the shoes?”

“Glass slippers, darling!”

“And the panties?” My voice took on a screech I didn’t like but couldn’t stop.

She shrugged. “Seemed silly to ask you to wear boxers after all the rest.”

I glared at the garments on the bed as if they were somehow at fault for this. “Did you make these, too?”

“Well, I wanted them to match. Aren’t they cute?”

“Darling,” I said, trying to inject as much sarcasm into my voice as I could — mostly to distract from how stiff I was rapidly becoming.

The corset was shiny blue silk with closures in the front and cords in the back to keep it closed — to cinch my waist down. There was more fluffy lace trimming the top and bottom, with gauzy silk running from the cups to form wide, sheer straps that were tied into pretty bows at the shoulders. There was a large silver satin bow at the front, between the cups, and two more on each hip. Eight garter straps dangled lasciviously from the bottom, each one shrouded in stretchy silver and finished with more bows over each clip.

I scooped up the panties in my trembling hands. They were almost plain by comparison — pale blue satin with white lace around the leg openings and dense lines of ruffles covering the rear. Another silver bow was nestled in at the front. These clothes — underwear — lingerie! — would have looked amazing on anyone else. On Tanya, or even Jane. That was why I was getting so excited looking at them.

“C’mon, get undressed,” Tanya said.

“Here?” I gasped.

“It’s not like you have anything I haven’t seen before.”

“I have my dignity!”

“Not very dignified to go back on your word,” came Jane’s cool voice from the doorway. “She made these things for you, Oscar. You owe it to her now.”

“Oh, that looks amazing on you,” Tanya beamed, fussing over Jane’s suit. It was glossy and black — a tuxedo made from satin, shaped to emphasize her hips and her chest, transforming her from a sculptural goddess into a confusing, sultry mix of male and female. It lent her even more confidence and power. She terrified me as much as she turned me on.

“Get dressed, Oscar,” she said flatly. “Tanya, I’ll go take it off.”

Tanya turned to me with an apologetic smile as Jane left us alone. “You heard the lady.”

I took my time stripping off my clothes, feeling more and more desperate with each item I removed, my mind racing with a thousand thoughts. About how ridiculous this was, but how happy it made Tanya. How I didn’t feel like I could question Jane’s commands. How sexy she looked. How sexy I was sure Tanya was going to look.

But most of all, how much I didn’t want Tanya to see how damn hard I was.

“Boxers off?” I balked.

She sighed. “If you really don’t want to do this, Oscar, I won’t make you, but —”

“I’ll do it. It’s just. Well. Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

I shoved off my boxers and waited for what would certainly come next: a scream or a chiding sound of disgust when she saw my hard, quivering cock. Accusations of how disgusting I was. Renunciations of our friendship. Mocking pictures taken for all to see.

Instead, she just smiled. “Thought so.”

“You thought so?”

Her grin was sideways and borderline malicious, the frothy panties dangling from her hand. She took a hip-swaying step towards me and I took a staggered one backwards, so she took another one at me, and I bumped into the wall, then got pinned against it as flat as I could be except for, well.

And then she made use of that, too.

“I’d almost be offended if you weren’t,” she breathed, suddenly right there on top of me, so close I could feel the heat of her body, the scent of her perfume. But I could barely hear her over the sensation of her wrapping my throbbing shaft in that confection of silk and lace. She held them there, motionless for just a moment, watching as my reaction played out on my face: shock, alarm, pleasure, shame, pleasure, desire, pleasure. Her grip was just tight enough that I could feel my heartbeat throbbing against the panties.

“Do you like them?” she whispered. Her tone was innocent but her expression was all hunger and delight, a cat about to eat a cornered mouse.

“Yes,” I said, but all that came out was a tangled mess of sounds. That seemed to be enough for her.

“Good. I do too.”

The lace sprang out from between her fingers as she began to stroke me, summoning sounds that were embarrassingly girlish. It tickled my thighs and belly and made me twitch, but she was leaning so close now that there was nowhere for me to twitch to except closer to her, driving my cock into the frill-lined hand.

Her grin widened. “Very good. Don’t stop.”

“It’s — you — not —”

“Hush,” she breathed, and to make it clear how much she meant it, she put her lips on mine, too.

Oh, fuck.

I bucked in her hand, my body completely overwhelmed. It was too much. My control was threatened, straining, teetering on the edge of collapse. She tasted like strawberry lip gloss and every stolen glance I’d ever given of her ass. The hand never stopped working.

At least not until Jane came in.


Chapter 4: Getting Dressed

“You have perfect legs for this. Did I say stop?”

“No,” I moaned, swirling the satin over my tip while I looked down at her. As instructed.

By Jane.

Who was this woman? Anyone else who walked in on her friend giving a handjob to someone would have had the good sense to leave. Especially when they say what exactly was in that hand besides a cock. Especially when they saw how much the receiver was enjoying that gentle caress of the girlish fabrics.

It was rude to stay and watch. It was madness to get involved. But I didn’t know what it was to provide advice.

Especially when that advice was about getting me dressed first.

“How’s the corset, Oscar, honey?” Tanya said from behind me as she yanked the cords.

“Unmph!” I answered as all the breath in my body was squeezed out of me.

“Don’t stop,” Jane murmured, her tone as sharp as steel.

It had been Tanya’s idea to put me in the lingerie, but it had been Jane’s idea to force me to play with myself while it happened. These two gorgeous women dressed me while I stroked myself. All of it was straight out of some insane fantasy. Something dark and deep. Who would want this? Why was I still so hard?

The stockings felt like nothing else that had ever touched my skin. Every inch that Jane rolled them up made me twitch in the panties from the silken squeeze. They gave my legs an incredible white sheen, glossy and sparkly in the right light. Exactly what Cinderella would wear — a delicious little secret from Prince Charming.

“I’m — I might —” I wheezed.

“You won’t,” Jane said so firmly that it felt like trying to argue with gravity.

“Not yet, anyway,” Tanya said from behind me, her mouth suddenly right next to my ear.

“Okay,” I said.

“No,” Jane said.

“Say it right!”

I screwed my eyes shut and felt my traitorous cock bounce in my grip as I repeated the words Jane had instructed me I had to use to refer to them. “Yes, Mistresses.”

It should have made my skin crawl, but instead it made every satin-covered scrap of it tingle with excitement. I should have hated saying it, but instead it only made the satin feel softer and the lace look prettier. It made my stomach boil and chest tight, but not in the way it was supposed to, not in a way that made me want to say it more.

“There,” Jane said, snapping the strap from my corset against my leg, tugging my stocking in the process and drawing out another pathetic little moan from me. “Perfect.”

“Oh they really are!” Tanya gushed. “Your legs were just _made_for stockings.”

“And from the looks of it, that was made for panties.”

“Hey! Ow!”

I had stopped stroking at that little remark about my little man and my reward for it had been a nasty pinch on my inner thigh and a warning look from Jane. I started again, giving her a sneer, and putting all my effort into it to avoid thinking about how much I had liked being pinched like that. How much I liked the stockings.

How much I liked all of it.

“Be nice, Jane. Nobody gets to choose how big they are.”

“Some of you just get lucky.”

“I do want to see them on you, Oscar, honey.”

“Does that mean I have — need to stop stroking.”

I ignored Jane’s smirking grin and craned myself around towards Tanya, or at least as much as the corset would let me, only to discover an arguably worse expression on her. Jane’s statuesque features had been pinned up in a look of constant smugness, as if this is what she had expected all along and was being proven right. But Tanya looked delighted. Like someone had surprised her with a cake for no reason. Like she’d just been given an award for sewing. Like all her hopes and dreams were coming true in this moment.

Except she was looking at me.

“For now,” she said softly. There was a smile playing at the corners of her mouth, but it wasn’t the borderline-sneer that Jane’s had. It was just simple delight.

Jane snatched the panties from my hand and a single gossamer strand ran from my tip to the center where my shaft had been plunged. Tanya gasped and immediately I felt the disgust spill into me.

“You’re all wet,” Jane said softly, running a finger along the wet spot I had created on the inside of the panties. Her gaze flicked up to mine. “Just like a good girl.”

“You really do love it,” Tanya breathed.

“I don’t!”

“You don’t?” Her voice was instantly hurt.

“I mean! I do!”

“He obviously does.”

“It’s just —”

“This is a sign of how much he loves it. Isn’t it, Oscar?”

“I mean —”

“You really do like it, honey?”

“He does. And he’ll prove it.”

“I will?”

She extended the finger towards me. It was glistening with my pre-cum. I only had the barest moment to realize what she was doing before she thrust it between my lips and I tasted the saltiness there. “Suck it,” she commanded.

And to my surprise, I obeyed.

Tanya made a noise behind me that could have been excitement or could have been disgust. I started to turn but Jane’s finger’s snapped up under my chin and held me in place, her eyes wide and dangerous. So I sucked, glaring at her, until she pulled it out of my mouth and held the panties open for my legs.

I let her pull them through, and let the buzzing pleasure of lace and silk against sheer nylon work its way through me as I twisted again to Tanya, fighting the constraints of the corset. I looked for disgust again, and again I found the opposite.

“That was so hot,” she murmured, biting her lip.

“And he doesn’t even tent his panties at all.”

My head whipped back around to Jane as she rubbed the front of them. They were, unfortunately, perfectly smooth at the front despite my agonizing hardness still inside. I looked at her, waiting for her cutting remark, for it to make me twitch and feel confused and angry and aroused and excited. How did she have the power to do that?

“He really was made for this.”

But it wasn’t Jane who said it, even if she grinned at it with cold delight. It made my cock twitch and I could more pre-cum squirt out of it when I realized who it was. I twisted around in the corset one last time to stare at Tanya, was looking at me with wide eyes and flushed cheeks. Looking at me the way I’d always wanted her to. The way nobody had ever looked at me before.

“A perfect little sissy princess.”


Chapter 5: Nothing Like This

The worst part wasn’t the comments about the size of my manhood, or the fact that I’d sucked my own pre-cum off Jane’s finger, or the fact that they’d made me play with myself with a pair of bespoke panties while they watched, or the fact that they’d dressed me up at all, or even the fact that the only time in my life that a beautiful woman — any woman — had looked at me with such obvious desire was while all of this was happening.

The worst part was that they made me wait to do it again.

Three days until Halloween. That was an eternity. A blessing. A nightmare. Just enough time to wonder what it meant that I was so turned on by these things, to come up with an endless stream of excuses, all of them cover for the truth that I felt throbbing but didn’t want to admit to myself. So even as all I could think about was pretty panties and blue gowns, I told myself I didn’t care about it at all, that a three day wait meant nothing to me, that it was good, even, because what man would want to put on panties and stockings and a corset and a gown and look pretty as a princess for a Halloween costume?

Not this man.

So what if I found myself looking forward to getting dressed? What did it matter if when Tanya sent me a text asking how things were going that I felt my cock spring to attention when I saw that she’d used the heart emoji before saying “you”? That wasn’t because of what had happened, and I certainly hadn’t spent most of the morning touching myself thinking about putting on those clothes again. I certainly hadn’t cum thinking about Tanya kissing me while we were both in our gowns.

And I certainly hadn’t done it while thinking about Jane’s cutting comments.

What about this? said the text message attached to a picture of a pair of panties that was almost as frilly as the pair Tanya had made for me. She’d been teasing me — taunting me — with pictures of pretty lingerie for those three days. Ostensibly it was to show me the things she wanted to wear herself, but we both knew what it was really about.

I prefer the real thing, I texted back. Pretty good. Pretty suave.

Oh, I could tell, she replied with that winking little face blowing a kiss. Don’t worry, you can squirt to your heart’s content tonight.

Can’t wait. So much for being suave.

I’ll make it worth your while if you do.

More surprises?

A big one.

Give me a hint.

It’ll seem like a trick, but it’s really a treat.

Cryptic.

Does it taste good? I texted.

Better than anything you’ve ever had before.

I’ve tasted a lot of good things.

But nothing like this.

Is it something I can see a picture of?

I got one, but it opened more questions than it answered. It was Tanya in her Belle gown, which, while stunning and meticulously detailed, with shimmering layers of gold emphasizing her femininity and a tight bodice emphasizing her chest, didn’t give me any concrete answers. It sure gave me lots of new things to think about, though, and my cock paid attention.

Be here at six so you can find out.

I’d never been more on-time in my life.


Chapter 6: Olivia

“It’s almost a shame to cover it with the gown,” Tanya said, looking at me in my frillies, her gaze lingering on my stiff shaft buried beneath baby blue satin and frothy white lace.

“Your work is gorgeous,” Jane purred. “But the gown is divine.”

“It really is pretty,” I said softly, almost hoping neither one of them heard me.

“You go get dressed,” Jane said to Tanya. “I’ll finish with Oscar.”

My blood chilled and I widened my eyes at Tanya, trying to tell her without words how badly I did not want her to go. She couldn’t just leave me with this woman. Alone! With my tormenter! The one who had clearly set all of this up. Who knew what she would do when Tanya wasn’t there to keep her in check? It was dangerous. Anything could happen!

“Oh thank you Jane, you’re such a dear,” Tanya beamed before scurrying out of the room.

“You,” Jane said frostily as soon as Tanya shut the door behind her — why did she shut the door behind her?

“Me?”

“Tanya has big plans for you.”

“Tanya, or you?”

Jane grabbed the sweetly whispering gown from the bed and brought it over to me. It was like watching the hangman with the hood.

“I may have given her some ideas,” she said with that irritating smirk. “She’s been in love with you forever, you know.”

“She has?” It was almost enough of a shock to make me forget this farce.

“Well, her idea of you. Her fantasy. But she was always too shy to bring it up. Can you blame her?”

“This?” I stared down at myself. “She wanted me like... this?”

“Wants,” Jane said, holding the gown open so I could step into it. “Fretted about it for a long time.” Her hands were strong, one pressed against my belly through the corset while she tugged the zipper up behind me, slowly sealing me into the confection of iridescent silk and shimmering satin. “But I took one look at you and knew.” She took a step closer to me, and this time I couldn’t escape. “That you could never satisfy her as a man.” The zipper closed between my shoulder blades and Jane was there too, the weight of her body against mine, her mouth next to my ear. “That you wouldn’t want to, once you got a taste of this.”

“That’s not true.”

She snorted and even I had to admit it was a weak argument, considering everything. Considering the gown. Considering how beautiful it made me feel. Considering how badly I wanted Tanya to see me in it. Foreign feelings. Exciting ones. Damn confusing.

Jane straightened them out for me.

“You’re going to do everything she asks you to do tonight. Not because you’re going to be a good friend. But because you want to. Because not that deep down, you _know_you were meant for this.” Her words worked their way deep inside of me, as soft and silky as the panties. “You’ll do it because of how delicious it makes you feel to make her happy, and because you know the only way you can do it is like this. In panties and stockings. On your knees. On your back.”

“On my —”

“Tanya, you are absolutely radiant!”

Couldn’t argue with that. She burst into the room all glitter and gold, every inch a princess. I gawked at her, jaw on the floor. Tanya spun around to give us the full effect. It was a dream. A vision. A movie come to life in a way I couldn’t have imagined it could. I felt jealous, and then confused at that, and then relieved that I was in something as gorgeous as her gown, and then perplexed at that relief, and then hard, the tip of my cock swishing deliciously against the inside of the satin panties.

“Don’t you think, Olivia?”

It took me a minute to realize Jane meant me. It startled me to hear it. And then it felt right. And good.

I bit my lip. “Yeah, she really does.”

Jane’s eyebrows went up. “The way you’re supposed to.”

Now my stomach started doing flips and my cock got even harder, though I knew it was no closer to tenting the panties, and that only made it harder.

“Yes, Mistress, she looks amazing.”

“Now, give her what she wants. Show her how much you love this.”

A shiver of anticipation ran through me. Tanya’s grin melted into a sultry, nervous look of excitement, a lock of curly black hair falling across her face as her chin tilted the barest amount down. That expanse of beautiful dark skin framed by gold. That stunning gown. Her full lips. I’d tasted them before. I wanted them again.

My gown was heavy and tight as I walked over to her. It felt good — like an embrace, yes, but more than that. It made me feel girlish. And the way Tanya looked at me made me feel something else. Desired, yes, but more than that. As satin met satin and our dresses rustled and whispered as I pushed my way to her, layers of silk and tulle conspiring but failing to separate us, I couldn’t quite figure out what it was.

Her lips, yes. Soft and warm and delicious. Oh, fuck, her arms around me, gold satin gloves tracing down my exposed shoulder blades. I’d never worn anything that exposed this much of my skin and so never knew how perfect it felt to have someone touch you there. I hoped she’d never stop. Silk against silk. A perfect sensation, like nothing else, better than anything, better than everything.

“You’re so sexy, Olivia,” she breathed when we finally managed to pull apart.

Sexy, yes, that was it. But there was something else, too, lurking beneath it all.

But it would have to wait, because Jane was saying something that didn’t make any sense, even if it sounded strangely like something I wanted to do.

“What?” I asked dumbly.

“I said,” Jane repeated, voice stern but sparkling with glee. “Get down on your knees and suck her cock.”


Chapter 7: Good Sissy Princess

Even as I sank down, stockings stretching across my legs and stroking me almost better than the panties could on my tip, even as my gown breathed girlishly around me, tulle and silk pooling out like a blue gossamer cloud, it all felt like a dream. Tanya’s gown was splitting down the middle, the dense skirts pulling open like theater curtains, revealing black satin lingerie decorated with glittering golden lace. None of the demureness of a princess’ frillies, not girly like mine, but dominant and powerful.

The skirt fell away to reveal her; the bodice transformed into a corset, the princess into a Goddess. I stared up at her with wide eyes as if I was supplicating myself to her. I felt Jane’s hand on the back of my head and leaped like it had shocked me, only to be held firmly in place by her iron grip, my eyes glued to the apex of Tanya’s corset and the black panties just behind it that she was slowly, teasingly working to the side. She looked down at me the entire time, lips just parted. No nervousness this time. Only excitement. The rush of getting what she had dreamed of for so long.

“Show her how thankful you are, Olivia. What a good sissy princess you are.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I managed to squeak, unable to drag my eyes away from what was now waving in front of me.

Tanya had a cock. Thick and long and dark, with a purple tip already dripping with pre-cum. Not the slender strands like mine, but thick and sticky, moreso than my own cum. A cock larger than anything I’d seen or imagined. It dwarfed my own. Made it look like —

“A tiny, sweet little clitty between your legs,” Tanya breathed. As if she could read my mind.

That tiny, sweet little clitty bucked, and to my horror, I knew more pre-cum squirted out of it.

“How long have you — I mean —”

“Forever,” Tanya said with a smirk. “How long have you had a clit?”

“Forever,” Jane answered for me.

The hand on the back of my head was pushing me forwards despite my resistance. I suddenly felt achingly exposed in my off-the-shoulder gown, despite all the layers, despite the corset and the panties. My face was inches away from that thing and as much as I wanted to stare at it in horrified awe, I found myself looking up into Tanya’s eyes. That smirk wasn’t just there to play along with her joke; she meant it. She believed it.

“You’d never be able to satisfy me with something like that,” Tanya said. “At least, not like a man.”

“I wouldn’t?”

“But fortunately for you, I never wanted a man.”

“You didn’t?”

“I want a sweet little sissy thing, just like you.”

“You do?”

She bent down, cock waggling, and gave me a kiss, tucking my chin into her hand and tilting my head up. When she pulled away, she was grinning again and the hand stayed in place, guiding me to the tip of her cock. I surprised myself with how willingly I let myself go.

“Kiss it,” she murmured.

I did. I did. It was hot and salty and twitched in response. I gasped and pulled back only to be returned to position by Jane’s hand.

“Arch your back. Shoulders back. Hands on your lap,” she commanded, and I followed. It was like this was a dream. Maybe it was — simply a dream I’d never let myself have.

“Don’t be nervous,” Tanya said. “Try again.”

I did and felt butterflies explode in my belly. But I watched Tanya’s face melt into excitement and found myself leaning in again for another kiss, and then another, and then a nervous lick that was rewarded with more saltiness and a gasping moan from Tanya that I needed to hear again. I leaned in and licked again, then swirled my tongue around her tip, corset forcing me to pivot at my hips instead of my waist, my dress rustling around me as I moved.

“Good girl,” Jane said as if she was talking to a dog.

“You’re a natural,” Tanya moaned as I kissed and licked and then dared to draw her throbbing tip into my aching mouth. I took it as a compliment. I wanted it to be a compliment.

“Use your hands, too,” Jane commanded.

“Oh, fuck,” Tanya moaned as I began to stroke her. Slowly at first, experimentally, until it wasn’t slow and the experiment was to determine the spots that made her moan the loudest or her body to shake the hardest. I pulled as much of her into my mouth as I could, making her shaft slippery, pumping my hands along it as I sucked and swirled. The best spot was right under her tip. When I drummed my tongue there she moaned and shook so much I thought she might fall over.

“Good girl,” Jane repeated. “Doesn’t this seem right?”

It did. It did.

“Kneeling on the floor in your frillies. In your princess gown. Finally where you’re supposed to be. Sucking a cock, not having someone kiss uselessly at your little clitty. It’s where it’s supposed to be, now, buried beneath satin and silk. Nice and pretty, the way a clitty is supposed to be.”

I sucked and felt the words make everything hotter, the dress tighter, the satin softer, Tanya’s moans better.

“That was never a cock, no matter what you told yourself. It was always meant to be in panties. You were always meant to be a dress. A gown. It barely took a suggestion to transform you from Oscar into the cocksucking sissy you always were.”

My hands pumped faster and harder at those words, feeling Tanya get closer to cumming with every pump and stroke and slurp. My own clitty throbbed at Jane’s whispered abuse — except it wasn’t abuse, was it? It was truth. It felt good. I loved this. Sucking a Goddess’ cock while wearing a beautiful princess gown, kneeling at her feet because that was where I belonged, being commanded by my Mistress and wanting nothing more than to please her.

“I’m going to cum!” Tanya squealed, and staggered backwards, her cock coming out of my mouth with an audible pop and a surprise throb of disappointment in my chest.

“Don’t you want to?” I asked.

“Of course,” she said. “But the first time I do, I want it to be inside you.”


Chapter 8: Inside Me

Submission.

That’s what it had been. Not just feeling desired. Feeling sexy in my lingerie and my gown. It was the submission to Tanya and to Jane that had elevated it. Had lodged it all in my brain like a splinter I couldn’t remove. Oscar was lost and confused, pretending he was something he wasn’t and that his cock was something it could never be. Olivia knew her place. Longed for it. Burned to be on her knees, clitty wrapped in pretty things like a clitty should be, so the other parts of her could do the things they were better at.

“Inside me?”

“I want you right now,” Tanya said gruffly, shoving her panties down and kicking them to the side.

“You want me?”

“Bend over my desk. Jane, help with her skirts.”

They weren’t exactly rough with me, but they weren’t gentle, either, and that only made it more exciting. My cock — clit, I reminded myself — rubbed against the frilly panties, smearing them with my arousal. There was a little thought that tickled me: this is right. This is what I want. It’s better this way.

So I helped Jane as she dug through the layers of silk and lace and chiffon to expose my legs and panties. The cool air brushed against me and made me moan. The sound was high enough, girlish enough, that both Jane and Tanya giggled at me.

“She’s so excited for you,” Jane murmured as she hooked her thumbs into my panties and tugged them down, though not enough that my dripping clitty could spring free. They made sure to keep it right where it belonged: rubbing up against pretty blue satin to keep me nice and stiff for what was going to come next. Truth was, I was nervous for what came next. And what would come inside of me.

“I’m excited for her,” Tanya said, heels clicking as she stepped up to me. Jane pulled my skirt to the side to expose me: naked cheeks, my rear entrance framed by the frilly trim on the bottom of the corset and the lines of my garter straps. Tanya let out a low sigh. “Pretty as a picture.”

“I’m pretty?”

“Gorgeous. And you’re going to feel even more girlish when I’ve got my cock buried inside your tight sissy ass.”

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned. Words I never thought I’d want to hear. Somehow, they were perfect.

“Ready?”

But she didn’t wait for an answer. I felt her cock press between my cheeks, still slippery from my mouth, her swollen tip hard and throbbing against my puckered hole. I let out a tiny squeal of shock and shivered, my dress rustling around me. Then I felt Tanya’s hands on my tiny, corseted waist. A reminder of what I was now, what I was wearing, who I was becoming. Another sound slipped out of me. A moan of pure delight.

“Make me your sissy princess,” I said.

Jane clicked her tongue.

“Make me your sissy princess, _Mistress,_” I repeated, my voice quavering with a moan.

Tanya answered by thrusting in.

My body tried to make a sound, but nothing came out except a silent scream and a tremor of pleasure down my legs. It reverberated up from my toes, twisting my belly, making my arms shake. She was deep and hot and thick, my body stretching around her, matching her shape, taking a cock the way it was always supposed to. I was hers, now, her pretty little plaything. A doll to dress up in the frilliest clothes she could imagine, to transform into her fantasy plaything, and then bend over. Put on my knees, to suck, and kiss, and lick, and be fucked.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned again. It was all I could manage. The pleasure was too much. The knowledge that this was what I could have now was too much. “Oh fuck!”

“She’s so tight,” Tanya gasped.

“Loosen her up,” Jane suggested.

That sounded good to me.

Tanya hadn’t even been thrusting yet and already my legs were jelly, my clit throbbing and twitching, my panties soaked with pre-cum. I could feel her heartbeat and felt mine match up as she lingered there for one long, delicious moment, hot pleasure radiating out from the cock buried deep inside me.

Then she started to fuck me.

“Oh, oh!” I gasped, high and girlish, fingers and toes curling. There were no giggles this time. Only Tanya’s grunts and moans as she began to drive herself deep inside of me. Every thrust stretched me and ground against a spot inside my body I didn’t even know I had. I wanted more, didn’t want her to stop, began pushing back so she could be even deeper inside of me. Nothing had ever felt this right, this good. My dress swung around me, every part of my body wrapped in silk or steel boning or lace and frills — girlish wrapping for the sissy inside.

Pleasure burst out from her cock and I screamed, head dropping down onto the desk, my body vibrating uncontrollably. It was an orgasm unlike anything I’d ever had before. A slow-moving thunderstorm that filled my entire body, growing as she thrust in and retreating as she pulled back, only to explode again as her thick cock split me open. Moans dribbled out of my mouth and pre-cum dribbled out of my clitty.

“A sissygasm already?” Tanya moaned. “Fuck, that’s so hot.”

“Don’t — stop — M-M-Mistress,” I managed, pleasure still spilling through me. It was overpowering and intoxicating. I could tell in that moment that it was the only way I ever wanted to cum again.

“I think I might, honey,” Tanya said, her voice tight.

And then she erupted, too.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!” I shrieked. Heat exploded inside of me, wet and slippery, another new sensation, another something to crave and burn for. Her cock shuddered and twitched and pulsed and I thought that would be the end of it, but she didn’t stop thrusting, didn’t pull away, her fingers tightening on my waist instead and pulling me against her, cock driving deeper, flooding me with her cum. I’d have done anything she asked. She owned me now, body and pleasure. My mind emptied of everything but one thought, and it grew until it was the only thing there beyond the pleasure.

“I’m your sissy cock slut,” I moaned. “Fuck me and make me pretty!”

There was a laugh this time, from Jane, but I barely heard it as another orgasm rocked me. Familiar this time. My clitty exploded into my panties and I twitched backwards, driving Tanya’s still-hard cock back into me and drawing out another sweet load from it and another delicious moan from her.

When we finally managed to separate, my panties dripping just as much as my filled hole, I stumbled backwards into Tanya’s arms. She held me, then kissed me, fingers running across my exposed skin and sending another wave of pleasure through me that just made me add to my mess. I didn’t care. It felt right. I should be a cum-soaked princess.

“So,” I managed. “Another princess costume for next year?”

Tanya beamed at me. “I think we can get you in something much sooner than that.”
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"No sissy cream yet," she instructs, her hand working mercilessly over my trembling body. "Good girls wait for permission."

One afternoon in my best friend's house changes everything. Matilda Jameson — stunning, commanding, irresistible — sees something in me I've never acknowledged.

And she knows exactly how to break me.

The first touch of silk against my skin awakens something I've buried deep inside. When she locks me in chastity and christens me "Ashlee," I should protest. Instead, I find myself aching for her approval, desperately seeking her praise as I explore pleasures I never knew existed.
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“You're my pretty little housewife now,” Grace purrs as she slides the satin up my stocking-clad legs. “And I expect you to look and act the part.”

What started as a fantasy to please my wife has awakened something deep inside me. And I don’t know how far she wants me to go.

I shouldn’t have taken so long to find a job — maybe then I could have said no to her. But now that I’m in the house all day, Grace has ideas for what I should be doing. And what I should look like.

Each day, Grace ups the ante with more lingerie, more makeup, more teasing. Now my days revolve around dolling myself up and serving as her domestic pet. The deeper I slip into this new role, the more a frightening realization takes me over: she wants me like this.

Will submitting to her desires mean sacrificing the man I used to be? How far will Grace push our thrilling game of domination and submission? And if I do, will I ever want to go back to the way things were?
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“Look at those stockings, darling,” she purrs, her hands all over me. Ever since I put them on, she can’t seem to stop touching me. “Your legs are divine.”

“You don’t think I look —“

“No,” she cuts me off, fingers trailing higher up. “You’re exactly what I want.”
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